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MAYING. 

Oh, come my love, day's gates unfold, 

And bounteous Apollo 
Is melting floods of mellow gold 
O'er forest, field and fallow. 
We must not stay, 
We must away 
To greet the glorious sun 
To revel with the radiant May 
'Roimd Summer's golden throne. 

The birds intone their gushing hymns 
O'er stream and grove and meadow, 
The brooklets ripple silvery rhymes 
To dancing glint and shadow; 
The flow'rets rare 
In scented air 
Lift up their dew-lit eyes, 
In wonder at the May-time fair 
And all its sweet surprise. 

We'll join the eager, festive throng, 
With bird and brook and flower. 
In wild delight and happy song 
In every teeming bower. 
Oh, hurry, dear. 
The wanton air 
Is kissing all the blooms. 
And drinking all the dew-drops rare 
That hide in jewelled glooms. 

7 
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We'll linger in the haunted wood 

With thrushes' rapture thrilling, 
Sweet spirit-tones of solitude 
Our hearts with transport filling. 
Or on some height 
In haloed light 
We'll stand in wonder so, 
To see the earth in radiance bright 
So pure and lovely glow. 

The throbbing silence rich with tone, 
In flowered wood-dells hushing, . 
Shall breathe its solemn secret lone 
With glow and glamour blushing. 
The blissful day 
Of rapturous May 
We'll spend with elf and sprite, 
Like children charmed by fairy play 
In worlds of weird delight. 
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THE PRAYER OF THE PANTHEIST. 

Ye spirit-glories of the air and sky, 

Ye pow'rs of earth, ye angels of the deep, 
Whom God created Nature's watch to keep 

In all His worlds of sovereign majesty 

Oh, guard and guide me from your thrones on high, 
Through secret thoughts and mystic charms of sleep : 
When ruin raves and evils crushing sweep. 

To favor, bless and aid,_be ever nigh. 

And ye, fond loves and tender beauties pure, 
Thrilling all life with vital mystery. 

Inspire my being with celestial lore. 
Attune my heart to heav'nly harmony ; 

Oh, loveliness divine, my soul allure 
To triumph-skies and realms of ecstasy. 
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FOUR LOVES. 

My passion-love soared in the skies 

Of thrilling raptures, radiant bliss. 
With throbbing heart and yearning eyes. 

With wild caress and swooning kiss ; 
A transport rare of burning joy, 

A gushing vow of fierce desire. 
With beauty soft and warm and coy, 

And tingling glow of soul-pained fire. 

My worship-love was high and rare. 

In realms of glamoured mystery; 
An idol lovely, strangely fair 

With charm of dark idolatry ; 
A queen enthroned in magic thought, 

A reachless image to adore, 
Divine with dreams, devotion-wrought, 

That fill my soul with vain implore. 

My own true love was pure and dear. 

With thoughts too deep for passion's vow; 
^yith tender joys and gentle care. 

And trust and faith that overflow 
With floods of cheer my troubled life ; 

A comfort sweet, companion kind. 
In all the worry, woe and strife — 

An angel-soul for earth designed. 
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My human love was great and broad 

And spread o'er all the world of man, 
Like angels' dreams or thoughts of God, 

And far and wide as heaven's span. 
It thrilled my life with high desire, 

It filled my soul with radiant might ; 
My heart was warm with joyous fire, 

And earth aglow with golden light. 
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THE COMET. 

Mysterious wanderer through bournless space. 
Creation sourceless in thy wondered flight. 

Prodigious giant of the planet race, 
My thoughts of thee are vast as thine own night. 

What mystic pow'r impels thy trackless way 

Through sun's and systems* infinite array? 

On boundless path with speed's amazing might 
Thou soarest past the circling planet-spheres ; 

Thy fiery train of fuming, seething light, 
A monster huge, the depthless heaven blears 

With gassy dust repellent to the sun 

That draws thee round her on thy sweeping run. 

Thy mass stupendous swings beyond the bound 
Of Neptune's farthest orbit black and cold, 

To where some undreamed spheres' eternal round 
Compels thy viewless flight to realms untold; 

While through thy million miles of reeking form, 

By nameless essence fired, thy atoms swarm. 

A thousand years on one relentless course, 
Above the circuit of the rolling worlds. 

Thou plungest on impelled by furious force 
That all thy fuming bulk forever hurls 

Through wheeling orbs that float in grand array 

In widening arcs to bourns of sunless day. 
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From distant realms thou glarest on the swarm 

Of whirling spheres. Thou sweepest past the earth 

In borrowed splendor pale ; the glowing form 
Of radiant Venus, and the ruddy girth 

Of ancient Mars ; while farther 'neath thy plane 

Flames giant Jupiter with star-like train, 

And fires with bursting rage the reeking pall 
Of struggling fumes that seethe in frenzied ire. 

Majestic Saturn sinks his rolling ball 

In surging seas of glowing, vaporous fire, 

Where circling moons from banded clouds arise 

And strew their glory o'er the mirrored skies. 

Oh, could we journey with thee 'round the spheres 
Of solar marvels scattered through the sky 

Ineffable, that vast creation rears, 
Wonders on wonders, till our spirit's eye 

Beheld the Might that made them roll and shine — 

Our feeble souls would rise to heights divine! 

Behind eternal worlds we should behold 

One law, immutable, inflexible, 
That rules the universe with reign as old 

As prime Conception's plan inexorable: 
One Force supreme — ^the Lord of space and time. 
The Sway of systems and of suns sublime^ 
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Debase Him not to share your vulgar states, 
In groveling greed and sin of life profane; 

The God that universal Law creates 
Is far above your trifling baubles vain. 

Degrade Him not to al! your paltry cares, 

Nor make Him servile to your vile affairs. ■ 

He gives all law for worlds as well as man, 
Revealed in every pulse of Nature's life. 

Conform your minds accordant to His plan; 
Look up, behold, and leave your sordid strife ! 

Consider all these wondrous works on high. 

And teach your souls to worship with the sky. 

The creant laws that made the heavens swarm 
With coimtless, deathless majesties of light, 

Hold universal fates that ever form 
All being's course in functions infinite: 

To feel this harmony of Primal Plan 

Alone is great, amid the shame of man. 
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WITHOUT THEE. 

So far from thee, the depth of gloom 
That fold on fold about me lies, 

Seems blacker still with mingled light, 
Like dreams of joy enshrined in doom: 
For Memory shows with flashings bright 
Those blisses vivid sunk in night, — 
The darkened walls of life that rise — 

My weird uncertain prison sad. 
As sinks the trembling traveler lone. 
Deep-buried in night^s murky thrall, 
'Neath raging storm with fury mad, 

And sees the crashing trees downfall 
And splintered rocks, and in the pall 
Of lightning's flash, the ruin prone. 

And after-blackness feels more dread: 
So flashing with eternal might. 
These mem'ry-gleams of passion's pain, 
That mad, soul-thrilling dream now fled. 
Flame through the night of woeful bane 
And cast me in its depths again. 
My grieving soul, to see the blight 

spread o'er those hov'ring dreams above. 
Must burst ! 'Tis vain, sad heart, to yearn 
And strive in wild, distracted dream 
To clasp her form, to die in love. 

Or faint, o'ercome with bliss supreme. 
And dream that life and pain but seem: 
For she is gone,— ne'er to return. 
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God gave thy love: but ah, the woe, 
That night when strayed I wild and lone, 
That tore my anguished heart and thine. 
And life lay crushed in poisoned throe! 
Shall I at last to grief resign? 
Come, dearest, steep thy soul in mine, — 
Here rest in love. My Own, My Own! 
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THE ROBIN. 

Up and away ere the break of day. 

Lustily hymning the dawn, 
Waking the year to the spring's glad cheer. 

Through garden and frost-covered lawn; 
Happy thy toil in the teeming soil — 
Robin, dear Robin is here. 

How our hearts bound at the startling sound 

Joyfully calling the sun, 
Rousing all earth to its thrilling birth 

When winter's rude thraldom is gone ; 
Charming the day from its night glooms away. 
Glad with thy tumult of mirth. 

Fresh art thou come from thy southern home. 

Pure as the cloud-tints of spring. 
Modest and bright from thy airy flight — 

What infinite blessings you bring! — 
Calling the blooms from their dark wintry tombs 
Up to the gladness and light. 

Bidding the cold in the frosted wold 

Yield to the cordial sun — 
Tokens you bring, sweet messages sing 

That buds on the south winds have come; 
Angel of life in our spiritless strife, 
Herald of heavenly spring. 
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Lowly thou art and common thy part. 
Dwelling near haunts of men, 

Warbling thy cheer so the humble may hear- 
A pleasure in blessing or bane: 

Generous bird, thy carols are heard 

With joy through the changing year. 

Gentle and pure, thy presence demure — 

Boon of kind Nature's art — 
Cheering our way with thy innocent lay. 

Chastens our sinful heart; 
Bids us below all good to bestow. 
And love in our common day. 
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THE SUPREME GOOD. 

0*er all the earth I blindly sought for love 

And found it not through years of varied strife. 
Throflgh luxury's realms and common ways I strove, 

Where men, lost in the vanities of life, 
Seek happiness in vast possession's hoard. 

And joy in gross excess of goods and gold; 
And some seek fame as their immortal lord, 

And some exult in pleasures manifold. 
But one I saw whose sad and radiant face 
Was like a soul transformed to human grace; 

Nor joy, nor wealth he knew — ^his one desire 
To cure life's ills and ease its common woe; 

And he alone seemed great and good and fair. 
Oh, was it Christ or man? — I do not know. 
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AUTUMN LEAVES. 

So low and still among the grass 

You lie in moveless death, 
Scarce stirring when the breezes pass 

With chill and hoary breath : 
What cruel fate has laid yoti low, 
All prostrate in your gorgeous woe? 

When Spring flushed all the wintry wold 

With breath of scented air, 
And spread her shining garments' gold 

O'er earth-glooms dulled and bare, 
You woke to life, so pure and fresh, 
A-quiver with the dawning's blush. 

Oh, could this vital, ardent spring. 
When thrilling sap gushed forth 

Through all your tingling veins to sing 
The wonder of your birth. 

Still cherish you so sweet and rare. 

So young and green and ever fair ! 

What joy was yours, what daylight cheer, 

And stir of balmy night! 
What happy songsters caroled clear 

Their gushings to the light! 
What zephyrs hush with lang'rous kiss 
Would wanton o'er your trembling bliss! 
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In radiant, voluptuous June, 

What lovers aimless led, 
In luscious phrases soft commune 

Beneath your envious shade! 
What teeming, soaring, humming life 
You saw through lavish summer rife! 

I too, perhaps, when wand'ring lone 

Through solemn forest way. 
Would listen to your rustling tone 

Melodious breezes play. 
And here, at last, with life outworn, 
Your fallen grace I lowly mourn. 

Yet, doomed to such a splendid death 

Deep-hued in lustrous pain, 
Sad Autumn tints with magic breath 

Your pall of crimson wane. 
Majestic in your fall sublime, 
I love you more than in your prime. 

O tender life, there was a day 

When youth was ever miile; 
When throbbing gush of generous May 

Breathed out its soul divine: 
But summer came — the golden joy 
And fullness of the noon's alloy. 
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And now life's Autumn slowly comes 

With mists upon the hill, 
With blighting frosts and wintry dooms 

That summer music still. 
Oh, will the joy and love and strife 
With mellow glory tinge my life? 

Ah, could we mold our sordid fate 

To Nature's sinless reign, 
Our living were a happy state 

And death a radiant wane. 
O autumn leaves, our low desire 
With thy rich lore of life inspire! 
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YOUTH'S VISION. 
To D. 

As bursts some scene of beauty bright, 

Of autumn shades and hues, 
Lit by the day's last gleam of light 
Whose splendor softly blends with night 

Where fall the early dews, — 

Upon the wond'ring gaze of one 
Who thoughtless oft had passed, — 

Departing now when day was done, 

He viewed the scene at setting sun. 
Its glories fading fast, — 

Or as a flower perfect, rare. 

Apart unnoticed stood, 
Divine in structure, wondrous fair. 
Aglow with Heaven's flushes dear. 

Charming the solitude, — 

When, fostered 'neath love's sunny dew, 

Its odor-breathing bloom 
Outrivaled all in blended hue. 
The sweetest flow'r that ever grew 

With cheer to light the gloom: 

So she, a radiant vision sent, 

A dream of rapture pure. 
For moments lent of sweet content. 
To grace the gloom, the day o'erspent, 

^d life to love allure. 
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Shone sudden on my startled sig^ht, — 

A creature from above. 
Youth's evening glories' flushing light 
Revealed a soul divinely bright 

And won my silent love. 

From eyes unfathomed the soul-might 

Of passion pure outshines: 
My tranced soul in dark delight 
Lies faint and still, in bonds the night 
Of love's long grief entwines. 
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N. 



MORNING. 

The fair Aurora with her dazzling train 

Sweeps radiant o*er the bourn of despot Night 
Who feels the tremor of her conq'ring flight: 
And when the stars, his sentries, pale and wane. 
He flees in sullen wrath his wide domain. 

The world, subdued and voiceless *neath his might, 
Arises, thrilled with dawn and robed in light. 
To hymn the radiant Morning's joyful reign. 

The dew-gems flame with splendor; and the stream 

That hushed beneath her shroud of sombre gray. 
Across her surging breast with tint and gleam 

Spreads fast her path-floods silvered o'er with day ; 
And songsters' thrilling strains and forest-hymn 
Pant with my heart the bliss of waning May. 
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THE POET. 

A radiant love so fair and pure, 

A soul astray from sky-kissed heights, 

That veils of blighting grief obscure, 

Had fainted on the midnight still, — 

A breathing song, a pining flowV, 

A tremulous, mist-wildered star 

That thro' the gloaming once would thrill 

The pulse of languored earth, and fill 

Its mazy shrouds with rainbowed lights. 

On scorning earth so dark and cold. 
In hearts consumed with vulgar greed. 
The spirit lost could find no fold 
Save on some tender maiden's breast 
Athrob with love, whose lips would press, 
In tranced, dreamful joy, a kiss; — 
But oh, to wake in wild unrest. 
In dark despair from rapture blest. 
And feel that soul-glow pale and dead! 

So pathless o'er life's rugged way, 
Athrill with bliss or crushed in pain, 
That soul companionless doth stray 
In maze of tears; yet e'er doth glow 
With yearning love for human hearts. 
That o'er its life-chords trembling starts 
Some rhapsody of bliss and woe; 
Some soaring song that griefs o'erflow 
And crush its flight to earth again. 
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It wanders through life's wildered flight: 
No love can touch its stilled strings, 
No passion flash its sombre night 
Where sobful silence reigns alone. 
No song doth thrill; no tender gleam 
Of bliss and love will wake its dream 
Of sorrow. Yet it lists the moan 
Of human griief whose swelling tone 
Its harmonies to Heaven sings. 

But thro' the night so cold and long 
There burns a trembling, constant star; 
And o'er the silence black, a song 
Breathes tremulous in accents dear, 
That stricken sorrows hush their pain 
And hearken soothed to the strain: 
Cold Desolation, palled in fear. 
Did start from lifeless void to hear 
Those quivering heart-strains from afar. 



The black night wanes; its direful glooms, 

That hung in moveless, soundless pall. 

Some fitful pallor soft illumes — 

The first still flush of dawning light. 

Soft hues and music thrill the haze. 

And life stirs from the stupid maze 

Of torture's trance. With heart-glows bright, 

Thy mystic S3rmpathy's pure might. 

Like day, o'erfloods my sorrow's thrall. 
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Woe sinks to sleep; and desolate, 

My tired heart fainting longs to see 

Life's glory-noon; yet must it wait, 

By thy heart constant lulled still: 

And 'neath thy sleepless vigils blest 

It sinks aswoon in moanless rest. 

The grief-hushed strains thy heart-chords thrill 

Surge o'er my languished soul, and fill 

With hovering dreams of ecstasy. 
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TO WINTER. 

The skies are gray, the earth is white 
With blinding brilliance of thy light, 
And all around the frost-chained ground 
Reveals the triumph of thy might. 
What powV of death and dearth is thine. 
Stern spell, to hold all nature bound 
With robes of ice in firm confine! 

The sun's faint disc has turned awry 
And northward struggles up the sky. 
Forsaking all to thy rude thrall — 
Deserting earth's fair blooms to die. 
Oh, where rich summer's hued array. 
The green of spring, the gold of fall ? — 
All blanched and wan with ashen gray. 

Thy pigments are the frosted panes — 

Cold traceries of crystal stains. 

When heat and cold in contrast bold 

Spin dainty films of silvery veins. 

Thy blooms are heaps of storm-massed snows 

Of sparkling frost-stars' marvelous mold 

Enthralling earth in wintry throes. 

From gases rare thy vestments form, 

Distilled in air, congealed in storm. 

And cover all with solid pall — 

A winding-sheet for summer's charm ; 

Her myriad leaves and plants and blooms. 

Where burned the sun-gleam's swelt'ring thrall, 

All dead and whit'ning in their tombs. 
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What pow'r can cause such violent change. 
What law produce such mighty range 
In nature's course — the mystic source 
Of infinite mutations strange ? 
Ah, could our feeble sense behold 
The one supreme designing force 
Of law minute and manifold ! 

Oh, could we guess the spirit-powers 
That change the mould of earth to flowers, 
The mists of air to crystals rare — 
Dissolved to spring's delicious showers! 
Life's ordained mysteries unfurled — 
How deep the secrets we shoul^ share, 
How wonderful our common world ! 
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REVOLUTION. 



Over the raging world a spirit passed — 
A wraith of weird despair and conflict vast, 

And men arose, as slaves chained to the soil, 

From hunger's pangs, from grief and fruitless toil; 
And fired to war with madd'ning woes aghast. 

Spread o'er the earth to conquer or despoil ; 
And all the wealth and pow'r through ages massed 

Were crushed to dust in hideous turmoil. 
From depths of utter ruin slowly rose 

A people strange burned white by fining fire. 
And from the night of desolation's woes 

They reared a structure high as God's desire; 
And in that beauteous realm where sorrows cease 
They dwelt as one vast soul in love and peace. 
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THE SONG SPARROW. 

In all the world of sound and sight. 
Or realms of wondrous art, 

In memory's sphere or fancy's might 
In earth or heav'n or heart, 

I know no song as sweet and dear 

As thine, thou darlinjg^ of the year. 

In warmth or cold, in sun or rain, 
Your constant spirit thrives; 

From dawn till dark your trustful strain 
Thrills o'er our doubting lives. 

In gloom, you know the sun will glow, 

In cold, that zephyrs warm will blow ; 

And from the fence or lowly bush, 

With head uplifted high, 
You trill your hymn with blissful gush 

To God's most gracious sky. 
Oh, prophet of a hope divine, 
I would my faith were deep as thine! 

That I could see, through all the gloom 
Of want and greed and pain. 

The peace and joy on earth to come 
In virtue's happy reign! 

Then could I sing with heavenly art, 

And move to love the grateful heart. 



Life Harmonies. 33 

WANDERING. 

Twas eventide, and twilight gloomings 

Pale as phantoms of delight, 
Crept still o'er mellow day's illumings 

Vermeil-hued and bright, 
Whose floods with shades of evening blend 

To gold from noontide's splendor white. 
The drooping leaves sweet blushing bend, 
Toward where day's glories soft descend. 

To kiss the sun good-night. 

And where the purling streamlet glinted 

Softer in its murmuring gush, 
And whisp'ring ripples golden tinted 

Glowed with day's wan blush, — 
We lingered by the verdant wold 

Sad-drooping twilight blooms o'erflush, 
Where zephyr's fallen pinions fold 
And solitude day's death condoled 

In solemn, omened hush. 

My soul so weary with its striving 

Sank in rest beside the stream. 
Where Vesper, from her trance reviving 

Threw her silver gleam 
Fast bright'ning in day's crimson wane; 

And when the thrush forgot his theme 
And fluttered to yon leafy fane, 
My fair love breathed a magic strain 

Beguiling me to dream. 
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Twas sweeter than a siren's chanting. 
Wafting doomed souls to bliss; 

More tender than the zephyr panting 
Fevered brows to kiss; 

Oh, gladder than the songs of Spring 
That thrill the world with joyousness. 

And dear as strains the angels sing, — 

A song of love, enrapturing 

With passion's holiness. 

» 

My thrilled soul was soothed to dreaming 

Dreams too deep for human sight, 
'Mid raptured forms from Jleaven seeming, 

Borne on pinions light 
Of mortal love that breathed in song 

Supernal with its passion's might. 
My soul seemed with some angel-throng 
The radiant, fleeting stars among 

To take its flight. 

But when the night, her black robes shedding 

O'er the meadow, stream and hill. 
Conjured her spell, a strange pow'r spreading 

O'er my slumbers still, 
A phantom weird of sorrow passed 

Among my dreams with love athrill 
That, paled with terror, vanished fast; 
And I awoke alone, aghast, 

Forlorn in night's black chill. 
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Alone! No visioned love forms thrilling 

Quivered o'er my straining sight: 
Alone! No whispered love-tones stilling 

Care in joy's delight I 
No light from Heaven's dark domain 

Shone o'er my anguished soul, a blight, 
Heavy and thick with crushing pain. 
Consumed my love-lorn heart aswoon 

In sorrow's voiceless night. 

Oh, where had fled those dreams supernal, 

Vanished in love's eventide, — 
That transient passion vowed eternal 

I had deified? 
Ah, could it stray and leave my heart 

To roam life's desert wild and wide, — 
To wander aimless and apart, 
A guideless love some Fury's dart 

Has ruthless struck aside? 

Ah, for that joy I lost at even. 

Where the surging shadows rise 
I sought thro' wreathed earth and Heaven, 

Death and Paradise. 
Thro' weird and starless realms above 

Where lifeless airs dull-mocked my sighs. 
And where the struggling night-shrouds strove 
All wild and wan I sought my love 

Among the blackened skies; 
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On where the frighted cloud-ships floated, 

Drooping wan their furling sails 
Once white, but where the death-pall gloated, 

Stained with midnight's bales. 

One fleeting instant shone a glow, — 

A flush of passing joy that pales ; 
One soothing love-tone sweet and low 

Breathed tranced o'er my startled woe 

That plunged to earth's deep vales. 

And when I roused to living sorrow. 

Thro' the forest dense and wild 
I wandered striving toward the morrow 

Where my lost joy smiled. 
On thro' the tangled wildwood-waste 

O'er cliffs and chasmy vales beguiled 
In wild desire and frenzied haste, 
As by some demon-anguish chased 

With nameless fury thrilled, 

I struggled on. Thro' bleak and trackless 

Regions of eternal care, 
Where veiled the midnight's phantomed blackness 

Haunts of mad despair, 

Concealing in her sightless glooms 

The sprites of Hell that frenzied bear 
The woe-worn souls to searchless dooms. 
Where thoughts' and dreams' and mem'ries' tombs 
Yawned black, but passing fair; 
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And where adown that gorge abysmal. 

Waste with wrecks of joy I crave, 
'Mid ragged gulfs and whirlpools dismal 

Faith and terror rave,— ^ 
My tortured soul with yearnings torn, 

In fevered haste to find the grave 
Of vanished love, still struggled lorn ; 
I sank, in fainting anguish borne. 

In madness' seething wave. 

Long thro' the soundless midnight's surges 

Phantom-throngs of ghastly care 
Fast-trooping gasped their hollow dirges 

O'er my dumb despair. 
Long thro' the lifeless soul's weird trance 

I felt the blackened ages fare 
Dead o'er life's ruined, dark expanse 
Once bright and fair, where beasts of Chance 

Their orgies vast prepare. 

But calm as flushes glowing Vesper 

O'er the even's flood of gray, 
There throbbed thro' night a thrilled whisper 

Soft as blush of day ; 
And o'er my soul a presence dear. 

Entrancing like a seraph's lay 
From realms of bliss that hovered near, 
And sweeter than some vision fair 

From Heaven's dreams astray. 
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O'erflushed at life's sublime awaking. 

Soft a thrilling hand clasped mine ; 
And night's abysmal glooms forsaking, 

Where veiled splendors shine — 
The irised blush of some new morn — 

Led ever by that hand divine, 
Far from that dread abyss upborne 
On wings that lowly earth-glooms scorn 

I sought yon glory's shrine. 

And there I roused from life's weird dreamings 

On those heights at Heaven's bourn; 
And gazed o'er all earth's hollow seemings 

Dark and love-forlorn. 
I saw my petty passion wane 

And plunge in gloom its fire outworn ; 
And love all seared with burning pain 
Consumed its own desire with bane 

Of bitterness and scorn. 

My empty soul with hunger yearning, 

Turned to life as broad and great 
As mighty sweeps of God's discerning 

O'er all human fate. 
And all the joys and woes of men 

Poured o'er my heart to consecrate 
My selfish passion's paltry pain 
To UNIVERSAL LOVE again 

For every living state. 
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HOAR •FROST, 

A waif of mystery am I, 

A sprite of secrecy and night; 
I creep beneath the distant sky 

While stars are glowing cold and bright- 
The winds must sleep in sky-caves deep, 
And all the earth in stillness lie. 

The autumn sun with balmy charms 
Has upward drawn the misty pall, 

Dissolved the clouds in her warm arms 
Forsaking earth to night's cold thrall. 

The pearly dew, that moon-beams hue 

With hidden glints in mazy swarms, 

Has gathered from the moveless night 
And breathing verdure. In the cold 

Of secret morn I spread my blight — 
A bridal veil of silvery mould, 

A frozen charm of many a form 

Of crystal jewels rare and white. 

The dawn looks down with wondering eyes, 
For when the pale stars westering go, 

I tint their gleams with strange disguise 
And form a million stars below; 

A dazzling fold of gems I mold — 

A wonder all man's art defies. 
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Alas, my marvelous array, 

My infinite creations fair 
Must soon dissolve and fade away — 

A formless mist in morning air : 
And humankind to beauty blind 
Plod on their sightless, care-gloomed way. 

But where I hovered o'er the wood 
With loving spell and charmed kiss. 

It glows with blushes softly hued 
With crimson pain and mellow bliss ; 

And autumn noon in golden swoon 

§trews dying flowers where I stood. 

A wondrous infinite array, 

A glorious bane, like love and woe, 

I blight the bloom with rare display 
To leave it gorgeous at noon's glow. 

A marvel rare divinely fair. 

Unseen I vanish with the day. 
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MORNING-GLORIES. 

Thou gracious gift from morning's gems, 
Thou dowV of beauty, fresh with dew, 
No crowns of pearls or diadems 

Of fabulous price can vie with thee. 
The breath of night caressing you 
Has made you burst with ecstasy 
At day's first greeting, — lovely thing, 
What wonder in thy blossoming! 

Does night or day or heav'n or earth 

Hold all thy hues that blend so free ? 
Was e'er in dreams such beauteous birth, 
Such generous boon of smiling cheer, 
Adoring dawn beholds in thee? 
No gaudy blooms man's care can rear, 
No visions rare his art can form 
Compare with thee, sweet bride of morn. 

So lavish in thy glad array — 

Can night conjure so rare a sight 
As from her depths leaps forth with day 
A myriad jewels rich and pure? 
But thou must die before the light 
Of noon beholds thy wealth mature, — 
With tender morn's succeeding reign 
To burst a thousand blooms again. 
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We need no wealth to have you near, 

As free as rain and dew and air. 
Thy blessings come with every year 
As long as God's own sun endure. 
All summer long thy blossoms fair 
Bedeck the haunts of rich and poor, 
And lowly homes where want is rife 
Bless God for all thy cheerful life. 

With thy sweet worship of the sky — 
Thy glory to earth's Lord and ours, 
We raise our silent hymn on high 
For all thy bounty rich and free. 
Thanks for the grace of thy dear flow'rs, 
Thanks for the thoughts they move in me,- 
All Nature's boundless store was given 
For human joy, — ^as free as Heaven. 



- -»- 
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THE POET'S DEATH. 

The trooping, dreamless hours of night 
Their sombre robes in silence fold, 
Where feeble dawning's pallid light 
The sleeping mist creeps timid o'er. 
The mazy shrouds flush dull and cold 
To pall the sun's delightless might, 
That vain his golden floods doth pour 
O'er surgeless vapors chill and hoar. 

All lonely sing, thou tender voice 
Astray from some diviner world; 
The throng hear not — their sordid choice 
The jangling song of selfish toil: 
Nor will they on those wings, unfurled. 
Of light and love, with thee rejoice 
To cleave of earth the shrouding veil 
And float in dreams where sorrows fail, 

In realms where thy soul-harp, fine-strung 
And fragile 'mid earth's ragings dire. 
Would parit the magic strains that hung 
Like breathing angels' raptured dreams. 
But senses cloyed with low desire 
Can hear thee not ; and thou hast sung 
Forlorn in thy lone sky that teems 
With Heaven's fairest forms and gleams. 
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The murky grime of senseless strife 
Whose mortal pall enshrouds the soul 
In loathful gyves, about thy life 
Its surgings hurl; and tHou must flee 
Far from the frenzied tumult's roll. 
That grides its torment o'er thy grief, — 
Deep in the wilds with rock and tree, 
With stream and flow'r whose melody 

O'erfloods and soars in wild delight 
On noonday's golden-gloried wings, 
That bear the yearning spirit's flight 
Thro' cloud-land's gloam to spirit-skies, 
Where voiceful Nature dreams and sings 
Her raptures charmed to rainbowed light; 
And with her thrilling hymns shall rise 
Thine own, imbreathed with paradise. 

Here rest and dream; here sing and soar 
Where shadowed solitudes intone 
The tuneful airs with heav'nly lore 
That pulse in music o'er thy pain. 
No mortal ears shall list thy moan. 
Where glinting streams their murmurs pour 
All hush ; — ^where songs and odors wane. 
And faint upon thy sobful strain. 
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Thy feeble song throbs faint and low 
While zephyrs waft thy music's flight 
To flowers kissed with love's soft glow. 
To rustling leaves that float and sway 
A-dream on floods of stilled delight. 
No scorn of man, no blighting woe, 
No love-pangs stifle thy breathed lay. 
That, hushing, floods the waning day. 

Sleep in the golden eventide 
Where whisperings lull the fretting leaves 
And surgeful murmurs softly chide 
The glooms that throng the silv'ry stream. 
The phantom-moon, cloud-havened, weaves 
Her veil of mist-gems glancing wide; 
And where the swooning odors teem 
The flow'rs all pallid listless dream. 

Thy flushed brow grows pale and chill 
In airs that pant their last warm kiss : 
Thy spirit's plastic pulses thrill 
With joys divine that waft thy flight 
'Mid angel-forms of love and bliss 
That in thy earth-dreams hovered still. 
On yon bright, reachless glory-height 
Thy havened soul its throne of light, 
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Envisioned in thy yearning dream, 
Doth mount; while mystic thrills of bliss, 
From viewless choirs, thy soul o'erstream. 
Thy sky-lost songs of joy and pain, 
Thy yearnings strange for perfectness. 
Thy sighs and tears, thy Love supreme, 
Re-echo here in Heaven's fane 
And hymn Love's universal reign. 
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NATURE'S DIVINITY. 

I wandered to-day far from tumult and sorrow 
To Nature's deep shrine where the strange solitude, 

Like the ambient air, floated round me, to borrow 
That sympathy mystic, life's e'er-failing food ; 

Where souls freed from earth-bonds to Heaven can rise. 

And men become gods spirit-throned in the skies. 

I sought a lone bower where dews of the morning 
Lay sparkling half-hidden in manifold shade, 

Where sunlight scarce darted thro' verdure, adorning 
With orbed-gold lustre the green of the glade ; 

Where redolent airs breathe in soft, voiceless might 

And mingle with flow'rets their vernal delight. 

In dew-refreshed morn soft the silence stole o'er me, — 
All soundless the world, save the murmuring brook. 

Whose mild-gurgling echoes attractive allure me, 
Vain striving its secret to find in each nook 

Where it ripples in sunbeams or flows still and darkling 

Thro' shadowed rock-caverns with glinting and 
sparkling. 

Such silence is blessed. Its soul-fining spirit. 
Unknown to man, mingles, 'neath harmony's law, 

With the few tranced minds who forever endear it 
With strange adoration the spirit doth draw 

From worlds of dull substance to realms of mere joy 

Where never man's thraldom and strife the soul cloy. 
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Oh, might divine ardor of Nature's pure passion 
Illume the soul's prison of dense, mucid gloom, * 

Where man chained with self-love or custom's 
oppression 
Sits peaceful nor murmurs tho' Greed speaks his doom 

With a vile curse of misery, hunger, distress. 

To trammels of toiling grief, groans, wretchedness. 

Oh, light the gloamed minds with thy beauteous vision. 
The void of man's prison, O Spirit illume. 

Till Hope and Love roused, our yearnings elysian 
Shall rise to divineness of joy; and life's gloom. 

In radiance pure of Desire's creant might 

Shall glow in joy's dawning with love's stainless light. 
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z\SPIRATION. 

Incessant Spirit like a tireless goad, 

Compelling effort to unwonted trials, 
Why dost thou urge me onward o'er the road 

Of weary struggle through life's mazy wiles ? 
With failures scorned and pleasures all subdued, 

I strive and strain to reach those higher goals 
Where labor shall achieve some human good — 

Some influence sweet, or love in humble souls. 
So, shall thy force relentless keep her sway; 

E'en though I lose the common joys of life, 
My heart shall tritmfiph in some golden day. 

With lives made better through my pain and strife 
Thou gracious tyrant, wield thy chast'ning goad 
And drive me upward o'er thy skyey road. 
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THE LONELY SONGSTER. 

Lone creature of the silent forest-ways, 

How sadly dost thou linger here forlorn! 
Summer is gone, and tuneful sunny days 

Have spent their splendor — ^all their joys outworn, 

Thy mate has vanished to a warmer realm, 
As mine has left me for some gayer sphere, 

Here where the autumn mists thy songs overwhelm, 
As mine are stifled with misfortunes drear. 

Thy plumage once so gorgeous in the fire 
Of flashing sunbeams now is dulled and gray, 

Like youth that riseth thrilled with high desire 
And sinketh wan and weary with the day. 

Thou shouldst not mope and droop in vain despair — 
Thou hast thy pinions ; and beyond the cold 

Of dismal winter, in some Eden fair 
Of summer south-lands there is bliss untold. 

Oh, hasten thither; leave our bleak domain. 
As I must quit this vain and empty strife ; 

And when the next glad springtime comes again 
Return in robes renewed with gorgeous life. 
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Sweet May will come once more with all her blooms. 
The sun will smile again with warmth and cheer, 

The sky will tint her clouds with hued illumes. 
And thou and I will bless the gracious year. 

And thou shalt sing thy rapturous refrain. 
With swelling heart a-quiver all witht joy. 

That sunshine and the flow'rs have come again. 
With nests and food and love without alloy. 

1, too, will sing in some wild ecstasy 
To soulful Beauty all my lonely strain. 

That man shall yet as happy be as thee — 
In Universal Love's triumphant reign. 
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THE POET'S WOOING. 

Come, dearest, with me. 
There's a bright realm divine — 
A heav'n of love where thy lone soul and mine. 
O'er the glad summer-sea 
Of our dream-rhapsody 
Are wafted in wavering joys, or recline 
On delight's throbbing breast 
In a wild, joyous rest. 

Come, fairest, with me. 
Far away we will fly 

From earth's baneful glooms to yon glorious sky. 
Where the radiance rare 
Of a spirit-light fair 
In a rapturous flood pours a lustre on high ; 
And its throbbing delight 
Thrills our hearts with love's might. 

Come, sweetest, with me. 
Let us haste soft away: 
Our pinions of joy earthly fetters delay. 
There in love pure and free 
We shall roam joyously. 
Softly glowing in endless delight blushful May 
Weaves of Beauty's sweet flow'rs 
Our entrancing love-bow'rs. 
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Come, darling, with me. 
To our far world benign 
All Loveliness, Beauty and Music Divine 
Softly call us. We'll flee 
Wafted e'er on Love's sea 
To yon kingless sphere where our lone hearts entwine 
In delight wild, supreme 
Of our love's fadeless dream. 
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THE FIRST SNOW-FALL. 

In what majestic silence, like a thing 

Of mystery and pow'r, the snow-flakes fall— ^ 
A spirit toiling secretly to bring 
To dead, brown earth her beauteous funeral pall ! 

Oh, radiant token of arising life 
That once with other Springs shall come to all. 

When Winter's chill and melancholy strife 
Shall break with bursting Day's returning thrall ! 
Oh, joy to youth as fresh and white as thou, 
To see thee fill the air with crystal show'r, 
For Christmas cheer and happy giving now 
Will bless all loving hearts with thrilling pow'r ; 
For, purer than these snow-gems from above, 
Christ gave to men the gift of Infinite Love ! 
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LOVE AND LONELINESS. 

to D. 

How few the souls that feel thy thrall, 

That in thy deep distress, 
Engulfs my wearied mind and all 
My being 'neath the darkened pall 

Of love and loneliness ! 

Enshrouded in thy haunted spell, 

By all doomed save desire, — 
A dying slave beside a rill, 
I sink to feel the torturing thrill 

Thy passion-drops inspire: 

Yet live: nor feel the mad delight 

To quaff its crystal stream. 
My soul seeks thro' the world of night 
A heav'nly vision, lovely, bright, — 

Spirit of thought and dream. 

I wander wildly in the maze 

Whose depths so few have known. 
By Wisdom, then by Folly's craze 
Impelled, deluded in the haze 

Life's doubt has o'er me thrown. 

The soul's light passes like a dream, — 

Of vapors hov'ring light. 
Dissolved in some pain-charmed gleam, 
That vanishing, doth scarcely seem 

To cool its mortal bjight. 
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That soul-stream's depth of sympathy 

For life can men perceive? 
Or know the great infinity 
Of Love, — the sweet divinity 

That gives but pow'r to grieve? 

For ravishing in soul-delight 

Is sorrow's beauteous charm — 
That fines the heart with purging blight, 
And lifts it pure to Heaven's sight. 
Above the world's alarm. 

As scent of rare and crushed flow'rs 

In dying doth suffuse 
The fleeting air, and Nature's bpw'rs 
Are gladdened in the odorous show'rs, — 

So sorrows deep diffuse 

Their tones of gracious harmony 

O'er all our heedless life. 
And thrill the chords of sympathy, 
Of love and beauteous charity 

For suffering and strife. 

Thou light 'mid shrouding gloom and dark, 

Thou sorrow-stricken flame, 
Beam out, for God nurtures thy spark: 
Tho' from the blinded world no mark 

Thou gain of pow'r or fame : 

Tho' listless still or raging loud 

The vulgar throng may jeer, 
A raptured few divine endowed 
Stand mute, entranced, their souls low^bowed 

Thy rhapsody to hear. 
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Tho' buried in the shrouding veil 

Of crushing destiny, 
Thy soul shall rise. Tho' glory fail 
From earth, and lusterless and pale 

Thy dreamed felicity, 

The arrowed pain, the starling tear. 

The joy in man's delight. 
The anguish-strife of love and fear. 
The throbbing pain in others' care 

Touched by some spirit-light, 

To angels' wings transformed divine. 

Shall fold thy fainting soul : 
While peaceful splendors o'er thee shine, 
In ecstasy thou shalt resign 

Thy strife, at Heaven's goal. 

Thou Spirit-pow'r ! Too often tho', 

Bound in thy torturing fire, 
I feel my passion's soul aglow, 
And all my being faint with woe, — 

The birth of high desire. 

Ah, man is powerless. Love and joy, 

Sweet dreams of harmonies, 
Flow on unfelt. Life's sad alloy 
Pervades our all. Fail and destroy, 

And grieve are destinies. 

Infinity is Love. The soul, 

The limitless, is free; 
The uncreated, whose control 
Is possibility, — the whole 

Of man's divinity. 
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And in its yearnings toward some light 

Alone 'tis unconfined. 
All is reality's black night, 
And feebly soars that passion-flight, — 

A life in death enshrined. 

Yet shalt thou be, O, soul, so lone? — 

Lo, love's forsaken shrine 
Yet gleams with radiance unknown. 
And human hearts shall yet enthrone 

That Spirit all divine. 

Felicity would then be mine. 

That infinite, unknown 
Affection's pow'r should soft entwine 
My pulsing life, and joy divine 

Of Passion be mine own. 

O, radiant Ideality, 

Inspire us with thy might. 
And all this sordid lethargy 
Of life will glow eternally 

Divine with splendors bright. 

Oh, spirit lovely, dwell with mine 

In constant, sweet devotion ! 
Ah, madly do I yearn and pine 
That thou, dear Vision, might'st enshrine 
Thy soul in my emotion. 
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THE MYSTERY OF MARS. 

Among the countless host of constant stars 
That fill our bounded universe of night, 

The baffling mystery of changeful Mars 
Evades our utmost pow'rs of spirit-sight. 

What destiny is thine, what being strange. 
Amid the planet-spheres of mirrored light. 

That circle round thee in their wondering range ? 

The all-pervading view thou dost elude 
Of bold imagination's farthest flight; 

And science, thwarted with resources crude, 

Doth gaze and guess, and doubt the startled sight. 

Yet, were we gods to plan some noble fate 
Of life ideal for our human plight. 

We clearly should perceive thy lofty state. 

There was a time when men were great in thought. 
And rich in lack of wealth's debasing dearth ; 

When statesman, poet, artist dreamed and wrought 
For that ideal kinship of the earth. 

When man in every clime and state should be 
United in the bonds of human worth, 

Inspired with universal sympathy. 

That vast conception we can learn from thee-— 
The highest wish and greatest good to man — 

For o'er thy ruddy land and banded sea 
One power rules — one all-embracing plan 

That stores thy wealth, create by sun and rain, 
In mighty works that all thy surface span. 

To bless thy happy race with plenty's reign. 
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The wondrous structures that thy realm affords 
Were built by creatures great in strength and mind. 

Where wisdom with necessity accords — 
United aim to public need confined. 

Thy people, wise beyond all mortal thought, 
By want and cold and ageless time refined, 

Have learned all lore relentless Nature taught. 

One purpose, one harmonious spirit reigns. 
To win for life all joy and common good ; 

To hoard the sun's far energy that wanes. 
And living waters in their melting flood ; 

To gain from Nature ample food and dress, 
In one vast cheer of sacred brotherhood, 

In glad employ and toiling happiness. 

No strife is there, no wars of kings and powVs, 
Nor famine reigns in all that realm of peace ; 

No plague infests, or killing blight devours 
The cherished harvests in their full increase: 

For one law rules o'er all that broad confine, 
Supplies all want and treasures all excess. 

The highest good to all — the sole design. 

Is this the lost Utopia, this the sphere 

Where love is law, and service — ^happiness? 
Where beauty pure of art and nature rare, 

• With strif eless effort, doth all being bless ? 
Earth yet may learn through ages of vast pain. 

Through war and famine, waste and greed's excess, 
Such glorious doom — the Brotherhood of Man. 
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SERENADE. 

Arise to her heart, sweet song, 
Tender as night's holy passion: 
Tremble and hover like cherubs above her, 
Whisper all gently, " I love her, I love her 
In accents the angels might fashion. 
Oh, breathe to my fair 
My yearning despair — 
Arise to her heart, sweet song. 



Enfold all her sense, sweet dream. 
Soft on the night-air a-thronging; 
Quiver and linger, pale forms, while I sing her 
Ardent desires of the worship I bring her — 
Pure visions of infinite longing. 
Oh, throng her charmed sleep 
With thoughts pure and deep — 
Enfold all her sense, sweet dream. 

Imbue all her soul, sweet love. 
Charming with blissful emotion ; 
Sweeter and stiller than visions that thrill her, 
Deep with thy ravishing witchery fill her — 
Fair Goddess of mystic devotion. 
Entice and inspire 
With love's magic fire — 
Imbue all her soul, sweet love. 
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ODE ON HUMILIATION. 

Thou Pow*r unseen, thou nameless Might, 

Thy majesty doth silent rear 
An august reign of mystic night 

Where those unfathomed souls of men, — 
The good, the great, shall feel no fear 
Descending from some tritmiph height 
And buried in thy dread domain. 
There bitter loss and rankling pain 
Shall train their kingly hearts to hear 
Thy trancing words' divine refrain : 

Thou far Sublimity unknown 

'Mid this low-thronging human dearth, 
Where eyes with gloating blinded grown 
With golden glitter vain, do leer 
Their coarse desires o'er all the earth, — 
Not they upon that tear-built throne 
Of titled scorn and wealth austere 
Whose praise they form from human sighs. 
From pang and pain their cruel mirth, — 
Shall mount to thy far spirit-skies. 

Thou reachless Depth, that soul alone 

That shone with mighty love's pure glow. 
As high as thrills the magic tone 

Of Heaven's harmonies, as wide 
As floods the noon's swift, golden flow : — 
The love that lists each human moan, 
As pure and sweet as swells the tide 
Of God's own soul o'er human grief, — 
Alone may reach thy depths below 

When he has trod the heights of life. 
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Tlut soul that thro' the haunted years 
Of spectral joys and woes that move 
O'er ragged paths 'twixt bliss and fears, 
At last shall gain that lonely height. 
O'er all the tribes of men, his love, 
In one sweet flood of yearning tears, 

Can pour its boundless streams of might. 
Ay, who those spirit ways has trod 
Alone is great and mounts above 

The deathf ul world, and with his God, 



Alone may leave this glory-sphere. 

And o'er sky-wastes of dreamless night, 
Thro' worlds of pain and darks of care — 
And days of heavenly despair. 
May reach thy realms. No ray of light 
Reveals the soundless depths of fear 

Where dauntless hearts alone must dare 
To enter. But the jagged way, 
O'er crag and cliff, thro' cold and blight. 
Winds thro' grief's demon-world astray. 

Thou deep, black gulf of living death, 
Asurge with darks of ghostly night, 
Thy sorrows' silent-heaving breath 

Scarce stirs the pall-floods of despair 
That die, and die, — ^yet strive to blight 
In quenchless waves the calms of faith. 

Those flushings pale of dreams once fair, • 
Those sparks of memory, divine 
That in the thraldom of thy might. 

Thou Dreadless King, shall shine and shine. 
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Thou ordeal of the reignless soul, 

Thou terror of the triumph curse, 
Thou art my guide to yon sky-goal. 

From whence in this dark, depthless vale 
Vast floods of woe the soul immerse, 
Descending where night-surges roll ; 

Down past the throng whose sightless wail 
Or mocking joy doth speak the doom 
Of self-sunk lives' inferior course 

That sluggish taints earth's common gloom. 

Now to yon height, brave heart, above ! 
For thou hast trod the realm of pain ; 
And rising spotless thou shalt move 
A soul exalted thro' life's ills. 
Nor pause till thou that sky-throne gain 
Whose kingless majesty of love 

Enshrined in stainless glory, thrills, 
With beauteous light the earth forlorn, 
And, with its splendor floods again 

The flush of Love's awaking morn. 
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BIRDS AT EVENING. 

The scattered clouds are mellow stains 

On gray-blue skies with sunset paling; 
The winds are hushed as daylight wanes, 
Like gloried passion failing. 

The mists are cooling o'er the stream 

Where shadows melt to somber glooming; 
Man's toil is stilled 'neath one last gleam 
Of dying sun's illuming. 

How sad and lonely is the eve, 

How strange the mystic twilight creeping ! 
The earth's sweet spirits brood and grieve 
For sunshine's death,— all weeping. 

Among the leaves' dew-scented shades 

Where zephyrs droop in secret slumber ; 
The birds hunt through the dark'ning glades 
For love-bow'rs hidden under. 

How happy, with what shrill delight. 

Like joyous children wildly playing, 
Tumultuous in the gath'ring night 

They flit through branches swaying! 

How eagerly they call their mates 

To dark retreats secure from danger, 
Where happy, thoughtless rest awaits — 
And peace — ^to me a stranger ! 
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The night to thee brings sweet content, 
No past regret, no promised sorrow ; 
To me a dark and vain lament 

And trouble for the morrow. 

Could man like thee as sinless live, 

As free from want and care and passion, 
Earth's day and night such bliss could give 
As God himself might fashion. 
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THE HAIL. 

While man on his earth, in plenty or dearth 

Is struggling all stolid and blind, 
Lo, here in the sky I am forming on high 

In cloud-storms and wind-wrath entwined. 

The daemons of storm all the sky-robes transform, 
And the globules of fog and of cloud 

All gather and swarm ^neath the wind's chilly charm. 
Till the rain-drops descend from the shroud. 

All downward they plunge till in their wild lunge 
They reach the weird region of frost. 

Where cold's mystic Sprite, with wand of strange might 
Congeals all their hurrying host. 

And thus I am made, in a dazzle arrayed. 

And I crash through the thick rolling mist ; 

But the wild winds amain rushing upward again. 
With a force that no earth-bonds resist. 

Hurl me swiftly on high through the storm-darkened sky 

And the vaporous atoms of air 
I grasp and I hold till the rigorous cold 

Freezes all in my arms cold and bare. 

Through the vortex I whirl, seething out of the swirl. 
Till I pour o'er the storm's raging bound ; 

And the winds rushing by let me drop from on high. 
And I plunge and I pitch to the ground. 
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Through the tree-tops I crash, on the house-roof I clash, 

And I startle with rattle and roar 
All that dwell on the earth, with my boisterous mirth. 

When my frantic, mad journey is o'er. 

From my wild life on high here I silently lie, 
By a wonder of wind-wrath designed ; 

While man on his earth, in plenty or dearth. 
Was struggling all stolid and blind. 
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WINTER BALLAD. 

There is snow on the hills, 

There is ice on the rills, 

And the pine trees with frost- fringe are hoary: 

There is light in the sky 

And the flood-glows on high 

Strew the scene with a glistening glory. 

There's a gleam on the rocks 

Where the stream laves its locks 

With dashes and spray-glints of brightness: 

There's a mantle soft-blown 

O'er the fields and the town 

That turns all. the gloom-shade's to whiteness: 

All my soul feels the balm 

Of the white, moveless calm 

As I gaze mute in wonder appealing; 

With the glories serene 

Brooding far o'er the scene 

To my heart a deep import revealing. 
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THE LAST DAWN. 

Slow creeping from bemisted clouds 

Dark shadows lowered from the pall 
Of dying day whose settling shrouds 
Entombed the forsaken east. 
In moanful threnodies the gust 
Drives hoarse the plashing rains that fall 
Thro' moveless vapors' torpid rest. 

Amid the city's ragings dire 

Whose rabid pulses teemed with men 
Half-maddened by their fierce desire 

And ruthless greed, there wandered lone 
A weary wight so heedless grown 
Of rushing life, he felt no pain 
Of spurning blows or taunting tone 

Of jeer and curse. His feet astray, 

Infirm with years of struggling grief, 
Scarce bore him thro' the jostling fray. 
His darkened brain unconscious teems 
With ebb and surge, like fitful dreams, 
Till sense is lost in wild belief, — 
Then starts in life's consuming gleams. 

So, lost in mystic worlds, he swerves 

O'er scoffing streets. The rankling strife 
Of chills that quiver o'er his nerves 

Convulsive strikes his deadened brain. 
Long has he borne the anguished bane, — 
The slow disease of feverous life; 
Long felt gaunt Hunger's gnawing pain, 
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The tortures of earth's countless ills, 

The palsied pangs of maddening cold, 
That rived the writhing nerves with thrills 
Of stupor strange the senses stirred. 
No smile he knew, no tender word. 
No love of wife or child enfold 
His restless head. No song he heard 

Of warmth and home. No tear was shed 

For him amid the heartless throng; 
And human sympathy was dead, 

And human smiles were stoned in greed. 
In night his forlorn heart would bleed,- 
To silence lisp his moanful song. 
And desolation be his meed. 



Men puffed with fulsome luxury 

And swollen blind with glutton-greed, 
Him whom Jehovah made to be 

A king on earth, " a beast " they style, 
' Who fed on refuse, sweepings vile, 
And lived in musty rags, whose bed 
Was some ash-heap or garbage pile.' 

What mockery of human life ! 

What shameless guilt of haggish crime! 
What feculence of human strife 

That rots thy carious, fleshy feasts 
With putrid self ! The groveling beasts 
Could tutor man entoiled in grime 
Of flesh the soul in fetters casts. 
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The weird night passed. The torrent streams 

Poured cold and ruthless as the dawn, 
Thro' haze gray-tinged with sulking beams. 
The whiffling winds in sobful chill 
Moaned o'er a nerveless form and still, 
A love-lumed brow with suffering wan, 
A throbless heart beyond life's ill. 

No voice for him doth raise its wail, 

No silent tear embittered fall; 
And o'er that brow in slumber pale 

Scorn's heedless minions breathe no sigh. 
The soughing winds shall moan and die; 
The surging mists shall form his pall. 
And rain-drops chant their monody. 

No requiem hymn, ye mortal choirs : 

Your mocking songs but breathe your doom. 
But hearken to those heav'nly lyres 

That waft to bliss the souls ye spurn. 
Their pains of earth that skyward yearn 
And darks of grief, doth Heav'n illume 
To radiant joys of waking morn. 

» 

Ye glutton-hordes. Oh, wail and weep, 

For woe shall mock your pleasures rife. 
The cank'ring gold ye gloating keep 

Is forged to k-ankling gyves that burn 
The writhing soul. O mortals, mourn. 
And chant your dirge of human strife. 
That surges souls to death's black bourn ! 
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THE HERMIT. 

In olden times now dim with glamour's charm. 

The hermit, hidden in his lonely cell, 
Renounced the world and all its sin and harm 

And lost his soul in Nature's healing spell. 
There, free from grief and hate and strife's alarm, 

The holy peace and contemplative zeal 
His being to a blessed state transform. 

And passion's blight in solitude doth heal. 
Thus might I dwell in Nature's own caress. 

Far from the crime and wrong of modern life. 
No more to silent mourn the poor's distress, 

Nor curse the greed of wealth and sordid strife; 
Like tempted Christ, with Spirit-pow'r renewed. 
Should I return to point the world to good. 
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THE WOOD-THRUSH. 

Thou tremulous voice of sacred solitude — 

Thou soul of Nature's life, 
How thrills thy rapturous song the listening wood 

And charms to wonder all my selfish grief ! 
No sound on earth as rich and pure as thine, 

As free from pain and strife; 
Some passion rare, some lofty theme divine 
Inspires thy tranquil soul with solemn mood. 

Oh, I could wish that angels' songs might be 

Ethereal as thine. 
For in the secret of thy ecstasy 

Throbs all the beauty of some Grod-like pain — 
Some myst'ry deep to blinded mortals dim. 

But full of Heav'n's design, 
In haunted woods enchanted by thy hymn, 
So wonderful, so near divinity. 

The dewy dawn in mystic bow'rs of green 

Scarce stirs the waiting air, 
When o'er the pulse of morn thy tones serene 

Gush trembling like some heart's emotion rare. 
The tender Silence throbs through all its soul 

Thy rhapsody to hear, 
And Echo wakes her richest chords to call 
The woodland sprites to worship with thy strain. 
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When Zephyr breathes his cool, caressing spells 

O'er bow'rs of paling light, 
And charming Glamour day's commotion stills 
With fancies soft and whispers of the night, 
From secret depths of some melodious wood 

Thy vibrant music's flight, 
In strains of magic minor soft-subdued, 
The phantomed gloom with quiv'ring transport thrills. 

Oh, fresh and tender as the morn of May 

Enravished with thy song; 
Profound and mystic as the twilight gray 

That lingers where thy thrilling raptures throng; 
Tranquil as the trembling flow'rs aswoon 

In silent sorcery hung ! — 
All nature hushes when thy liquid tune 
Pours mellow floods of worship to the day. 

Seraphic minstrel, messenger benign. 

In secret realms apart, 
An echo of some primal h3rmn divine, 

A rare and haunting wraith of Nature's heart, — 
My spirit quiv'ring on the vibrant flow 

Of thy celestial art. 
Yearns with thee through life's forest gloom and glow 
To worlds where skies of fadeless beauty shine. 
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OCTOBER. 

How drear gray Morn in misty clouds 
Ascends her throne, like one who grieves 
For some lost glory, and whose tears 
Her lustrous eyes veil in dull shrouds 
Of darkling grief ! How still the leaves. 
Scarce quivering in the sobful breath 
Of fainting Summer whose love-fears 
Have dulled her panting heart's still bliss,- 
Soft, lovely bride who swoons to death 
'Neath Autumn's chilly marriage-kiss! 

The day in deep-veiled sorrow frowns. 
And Nature mourns her fairest's death 
In moanful voices love-subdued. 
The poison-air no more resounds 
With gleesome song; his blighting breath 
Has made of Summer's bridal dress 
A shriveled mantle sombre-hued. 
Where lonely, hollow winds bewail 
The vanished light and loveliness, — 
Like memory when passions fail. 

I too am mourning thro' the night 
Of foregone joy, — of beauty lost. 
My fevered heart, like, Summer, wed 
To wildered, pulsing love's delight, — 
An eagle in storm-rage fierce-tossed 
In lofty joyance, — felt no fear 
Of after-calm, so drear and dead; 
But strives in vain for visioned skies. 
And pining at its doomed bier. 
Kissed by love's Autumn sorrow,— dies. 



Life Harmonies. 77 



THE SNOWFLAKE. 

Oh, delicate creature 
Of marvelous feature, 

What mist-molding spirits 

Have had thee in thrall ! 
What wild pain and gladness, 
What ravishing sadness, 
What beautiful madness 

Are told in thy fall ! 

Oh, filmy and dainty. 
Thy form carved so quaintly. 
Thy mystic design from 
The stars took its form. 
The frost's biting kisses. 
The wind's giddy blisses, 
• The storm's rude caresses 

Have lent thee thy charm. 

From clouds dark and whirling, 
In tempest wild swirling. 
Like beauty from darkness. 
Like Spring's radiant birth, 
A scintillant flurry, 
A crystal-white glory, 
A mist-jewel hoary. 

Thou floatest to earth. 
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Oh, miracle dazing, 
With marvel amazing, 
No flow'r in the forest, 

No gem in the mine, 
In infinite wonder, 
So fleeting and tender, 
So subtle in splendor. 

Is half so divine. 

What forces have wrought thee, 

What power hath brought thee. 

Thou dazzling spear-cluster, 

Thou flow'r-bride of air. 
So silently flying, 
So multiform lying, 
So fugitive, dying. 

In starry despair! 

Could knowledge discover 
These forces that hover 
In common existence 

Of snowflake or flow'r, 
Could science expound us 
This spirit around us. 
These laws that surround us. 

Their purpose and pow'r ! 

But vain is our scheming. 
And empty our dreaming ; 
Our strong reason faints 

At celestial design. 
Oh, beauty external. 
Oh, vision supernal. 
Reveal the eternal. 

And make us divine ! 
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SUFFERING. 

For whom the Lord doth love He chasteneth, 

And scourgeth every one He doth receive. 
So e'en the depths of grief or pangs of death 

An exultation and a triumph give, 
Higher and greater than despised pain 

And scorned suffering of a little day. 
Therefore, ye fates, with all your tortures vain, 

Torment my life, but give my soul her sway: 
With loss and toil and care my heart oppress. 

And crush me down in dark humility, 
With scourging woes and chastening wretchedness. 

Yet shall my soul arise in majesty, 
Glowing with glory of this charmed distress, 

To reachless heights of Heaven's ecstasy. 
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THE SEASONS' IMPRESSIONS. 

Thou rustling wind among the withered leaves, 

A sorrowed dirge thou singest of the year 
Slow waning to its death. Rude frost bereaves 
The autumn gold of splendor, and the clouds 
Somber with mocking light, proclaim the drear 
Dead spell that life in cruel triimiph shrouds. 
And wakes the heart to worship — or to fear. 

Bleak, cheerless Winter ! All the Summer's song 

Is hushed as if forever. Gone the flowers. 
The warmth, the color and the teeming throng 
Of life in earth and air — lost in thy gloom ; 
And mem'ry of the summer's lavish powers 

Is mingled with the bitter sense of doom — 
The killing snows where once the living showers. 

And yet, there is a marvel in thy might, 

A wonder in thy dazzling mystery, 
A worship in thy solemn glory white 

So pure that e'en the skies pale in its glow. 
Oh, I could love thee for thy majesty — 

The spotless splendor of thy robe of snow 
Thy mountain ice-crown's gleaming chastity, 

Thine is the pow'r of infinite repose — 

The destiny of stern and moveless rest ; 
And yet, immortal hopes our souls compose 

With dreams of Summer and her flow'ry train. 
Day follows night ; and through Law's edict blest, 

Thy icy throne shall melt to Spring again — 
Strange omen of life's triumph manifest. 
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For him who lives in plenteous content, 

Whom fortune blesses with abundant store, 
Sweet solace are these visions eloquent — 

These paling dreams of God's recurring law. 
But how shall these vain thoughts or empty lore 

Of deathless life or Winter's magic awe 
Assuage the thousand cravings of the poor? 

How shall the millions, whom chill Winter rude 
Condemns to want and hunger, cold and pain. 
Find warmth and plenty in the barren food 
Of beauty or religion ? — ^What to him 
The robes of snow, the mountains' ice-bound chain. 

The crystal brilliance, but a monster grim — 
To peace a mock'ry and to joy a bane ? 

Oh, that the full import of Nature's mood — 
The reign of rigorous Winter, or the rare 
Voluptuous kiss of Summer's plentitude — 
Might be to thee, my brother, as to me ! 
Our souls relieved of rankling want and care 
Would thrill like harps with life's divinity. 
Would rise like Christ above life's vast despair. 
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THE MEADOW LARK. 

Gray-robed dawn with fingers airy 
Scarce has touched the misty hill, 

Nor the sun with faint smiles cheery 
Burst the shroud of wintry chill, 

Till I hear thy carol high 

Whistling to the March-gloomed sky, 
Softly waking, sweetly breaking 
Sleep of bud and frost of rill. 

Through the cheerless shroud of morning, 

From the dewy meadow still, 
Sounds thy flute-like note of yearning 

For the summer's generous thrill. 
In your wavy, rolling song. 
Like the hills you skim along, 

Naught of sorrow for the morrow 

Mars the joy with taint of ill. 

All the warmth of balmy May-time, 
All the bliss of flowVs and nest, 

Loves through all the summer daytime 
Swell thy throat and thrill thy breast. 

No regret for autumn grief. 

Summers gone, or fallen leaf: 

All thy singing flowing, ringing, 
Hymns the future's glad behest. 
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Tell me all that nature taught thee, 

In thy tonef ul whistling bright ; 
Man's vain care and strife have brought me 

Naught but bitterness and blight. 
All his empty knowledge fails, 
AH his vaunted greatness pales 

At thy singing, blithly winging, 

Happy in the gloom or light. 

Still pour out o'er field and fallow 

Silvery peals of guileless art, 
Till our sodden senses hallow 

All thy meaning in our heart. 
Flood the world with song benign 
Till our thoughts are pure as thine : 

Nature's blessing, sweet expressing, 

To our sordid souls impart. 
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AUTUMN LANDSCAPE. 

The rolling hills creep slowly toward the sky, 

Swelling with verdant mead and fallow brown ; 
And fringing forests all the landscape nigh 

With wondrous stains of hued apparel crown. 
Amid the sunlit foliage in the vale 

The hamlet gathers by the winding way, 
So still and moveless in the quiet dale, 

So clean and white in autumn's rich array. 
The soft and misty air clings like a pall 

Of lovely myst'ry o'er earth's waning life, 
And sad, sweet Glamour with her gracious thrall, 

In beauty hides all trace of human strife. 
Oh, that the world as pure and peaceful were. 
And life, a mystic dream as still and fair ! 
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EVENING. 

The shadows fall. Above yon mist-dimmed hill 
The lurid sun flames o'er a vermeil sea 
Where day, aswoon, to gloried pageantry 

Melts all her radiant hues. The flushful thrill 
Floods, tingeing like despair the hills and sky, 

As calm as mighty griefs some great soul fill. 
An ebbing zephyr languid breathes its sigh, 

And plaintful songsters pant their carols still. 

Across the surgeless stream's overshadowed breast 

The mirrored trees recline in moveless rest; 

And like the voiceful silence of a dream. 

The solitudes intone their twilight hymn 

That, like my heart, pales with the glooming west. 

When Vesper greets the night with one white 
gleam. 
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